forsaken their duties, for they were not turned outward; the nine gates of his body
were shut and inward turned; no thoughts could evoke response in his Chitta for he
was deep in Samadhi. Seated in steady Padmasana with hands resting at side,
with two rows of Rudraksha beads around his blue neck and holy ashes besmeared
on the body, while live snakes coiled around his Jata-Juta, neck, arms and wrists
like so many ornaments, he sat invisible to people of impure minds and unimaginable
by people of crooked ways; the vedas are in search of him for he is beyond the
worlds though he bears all the worlds in himself. He was watching the multicoloured
brilliant Jyoti within the sushumna Nadi, rising up to the colourless effulgence of
Chin-matra and pervaded by ecstatic Peace unimaginable, unknowable and
inscrutable; beyond the duality of creation and creator, united with the Paramatma,
he looked as if he were drinking up the three worlds, drying up the skies and grinding
his foes to powder; free from all dvandvas(pairs of opposites), immersed in the
moon-like Jyoti of Brahma-Randhra above the Kalagni of Pralaya, he was one with
the Parakasa; from his body and surroundings emanated tejas burning through the
daylight, as it were, the entire universe bound up in his power; his Yogagni flared up
in ever-soaring tongues of flame and nothing could go near him; all the creation of
Vikriti from Prakriti emanated from him. Of all peaceful ones in the three worlds he
was the most peaceful! of all the awe-inspiring, he was the most august; he was the
most majestic of powerful ones; there was nothing for him to desire and act for, for
all was in him. With his Atma merged in Paramatma, Lord Shiva appeared unaware
of any extraneous surroundings for all was now his own self!

MADANA AND RATI TRANSFIXED AT SIGHT OF HARA

When Manmadha beheld Hara in this deep state of Samadhi, he quailed at the
thought of disturbing him. He cursed himself for his erstwhile pride and for ever
having agreed to Indra's proposal. He now realised his sheer impotency before the
mighty Maheswara. He could scarce remain standing; for his entire frame trembled
like an aspen leaf. His courage fled from him; his knees buckled under him, out of
his unnerved hands fell his famed flowery bow and arrows to the ground; with a
dazed mind, giddy with the problem of "what next"? he fainted where he stood and
sank to the floor. His spouse Rati Devi, who had been already crushed under the
weight of forebodings, now saw with a failing heart the humbled state of her erstwhile
proud and haughty husband and wept helplessly. In her heart, she prayed that her
husband may be saved from this dire calamity and hoped that this mighty Being
before her would not annihilate her fool-hardy spouse! Even should her husband
now desist from his attempt, she feared how they could ever escape from this dazzling
presence unobserved and unpunished. Alternatively weeping and sighing, she
dreaded the opening of Hara's third eye! Her shapely breasts, ornamented with
tear-stained, glistening pearls, heaved again and again in despair. Fascinated by
the dread in her own mind and by the inscrutable effulgence before her, she could
not take her eyes off Shambu's face; and in that state she remained transfixed like
a statue, bereft of all thought and movement. Soon, Madana regained his senses,
but following his wife's bewildered gaze, he was also rendered sans chetana and
chesta and became transfixed to the spot with a premonition of disaster befalling
any least motion of his limbs!
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